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Dr Вгахі and the evil Cy-Kill stared 
with awe at the images being 
transmitted over the video receiver 
aboard their space ship, Thruster. The 
Doctor was momentarily lost for 
words as he watched the writhing, 
snaking shapes that covered the 
screen. 


“Look at them,” hissed Cy-Kill. His 
great metallic form began to lurch and 
sway in similar rhythm to the 
movements on the screen. “They're 
almost hypnotic. Can you feel it?” 

“They're hideous,” grimaced the 
Doctor, who was experiencing an odd 
sensation like seasickness. “What on 
earth are they?” 


“What on earth?” sneered Cy-Kill. 
“My dear Doctor, they are nothing to 
do with earth! They come from a 
rather unpleasant little planet called 
Calcheron — and they are weeds!” 


“Now look at this,” continued Cy-Kill, 
as he played with the controls of the 
receiver. 

Dr Braxis’ eyes screwed into a 
frown as he watched a new scene 
unfold. 


The planet of Calcheron lay 
blanketed beneath a dense 
atmosphere of mist that let through so 
little light that the whole place had an 
eerie, twilight look. The grey sky 
stretched from horizon to horizon and 


below it, shifting and bending among 
puffs of slimy green fumes, grew the 
weeds. They reached into the air like 
clumps of tentacled spaghetti, white 
and moist like the mottled bellies of 
fish. 


With a vicious twist, Cy-Kill switched 
off the video. “Now, Doctor Braxis,” he 
snapped, “those weeds are as deadly 
as they appear. They have learned to 
survive on a planet that reeks of 
poisonous acids. They draw water for 
their roots by filtering the vaporous 
fumes. They draw mineral food by 
squeezing it from the scrap and 
rubble abandoned long ago by 
human life. They take vitamins by 
devouring every living thing they can 
trap in their tentacles. They'll eat 
anything — metal, plastic, flesh — 
anything!” 


Тһе Doctor found it hard to suppress 
a shudder. “And you have devised a 
plan to use these ‘things’ against the 
Command Centre?” 

Cy-Kill was quick to reply. “They 
are ultimate weapons against our 
enemies, Doctor. Come with me.” 

Immediately Cy-Kill led his dazed 
companion down to a store room 
deep in the holds of Thruster. Inside 
were many tightly sealed sacks, and 
on each of them was clearly written 
‘CAL — GRADE A (fine). 


“| am going to do a little gardening,” 
said Cy-Kill, “and scatter a few seeds 
round the Centre. Perhaps Cop-Tur 
would like to do a little scattering too, 
under the disguise of a pest control 
unit!” 

“This could be the way, Cy-Kill. | think 
you’ve got it!” The Doctor’s eyes 
gleamed with evil delight. 

“Then let’s get on with it,” 
thundered Cy-Kill. “I want them 
destroyed — all the goodies in that 
Centre and the Guardians that control 
them. The earth and its humans will 
be mine to command. My reign of 
terror will begin at last . . .” 

And, taking up a sack of seeds 
under each arm, the two hurried from 
the store room bent upon carrying out 
their terrifying plan. 

The pair who hurled themselves from 
Thruster some hours later were 
scarcely recognisable as the plotters 
in the store room. 


Cy-Kill wore the military disguise of 

a patrol cycle, while Dr Braxis boarded 
Cop-Tur inthe overalls of a Command 
Centre pilot. 

When Cy-Kill touched down on earth, 
it was still night, so his transformation 
was well hidden. He hoped that he 
and his companion on Cop-Tur could 


carry out their dastardly plot unnoticed. 

Although the Command Centre was 
screened, his powerful sensors would 
quickly pick up the metallic path of a 
GoBot if one chanced to approach, 
and as for humans — they made so 
much noise! 


Cruising slowly and silently round the 
perimeter of the Command Centre, 
Cy-Kill scattered seeds left and right. 
This done, the motorcycle picked up 
speed and powered its way, 
zig-zagging, across the rocket strip 
and the landing base, spewing seeds 
all over the place. 


Dr Braxis, іп Cop-Tur, kept a cautious 
height above ground to avoid the 
detector beams, swooping low only to 
dump thousands of seeds on lawns 
and well-tended gardens. Then with a 
final flourish, he emptied his load on 
the exit road right near the main gate. 


Their work done, the Renegades 
sped away to watch events from a 
safe distance. Cy-Kill chuckled to 
himself, for he had one more ace up 
his sleeve. 


Next morning the sun broke clear and 
bright over the Command Centre. 
Everything seemed just as it should 
on such a crisp, spring day — except 
that some of the plant life seemed a 
little more active than usual! 


Matt almost tripped over A.J. as she 
kneeled beside the main path 
trowelling one of the flower beds. 

“It's a good morning for gardening,” 
he said as he greeted her. 

“It certainly is,” she responded with 
asmile. “The plants seem to spring 
up overnight at this time of the year.” 
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Май nodded, but his mind was on 
other things. “I suppose you didn’t 
hear anything in the night?” he 
questioned. “There are tyre tracks 
criss-crossing the football ground. 
Thought | might take the Dozer down 
to smooth things over.” 

He turned back to face A.J. “Jumping 
Jiminy! Did you see that happen?” 


A.J. looked up quickly. “What. Matt?” 

“That plant. That one over there. 
It's grown a couple of feet just while 
we've been talking!” 


A.J. turned round and, sure enough, 
Matt's eyes had not deceived him. 
Sprouting all over the bed were 
strange white stems, some of them 
quite tall, and each one topped with a 
large white flower. 

“How strange.” A.J. frowned and 
shook her head. “I've never seen this 
plant before in the beds. I'll take a few 


cuttings and examine them іп the 
lab.” She jabbed her trowel into the 
soil and began to pick her way 
carefully round the other plants 
towards the waving clump of white at 
the back. 


Suddenly her arm was caught tight, 
and she was yanked back off her feet. 

“Don’t go near,” Matt said, holding 
her in a tight grip. “Look, A.J., look!” 
He pointed down to where a group of 
white tentacles was slowly and 
deliberately devouring her small 
metal trowel! 

Matt turned and found Dozer 
standing by his side. “I’m getting 
messages from all round the Centre,” 
Dozer reported. “These plants are 
growing around us like a jungle of 
snakes.” 

It took Matt only seconds to 
respond. “This hasn't happened by 
chance. | can guess who's behind it.” 

“Dr Braxis!” said A.J. 

“And his band of Renegades,” 
added Dozer. 
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On the command deck of Thruster, 
Dr Braxis was listening to the frantic 
voice of Cy-Kill. 

“| added a chemical to speed up 
the growth of the weeds. Under 
normal conditions, the plants would 
take months to mature. Mine will do it 
in just a few hours.” 

“Brilliant!” cried Dr Braxis. “By 
tomorrow the weeds will have overrun 
the Centre. The humans will be under 
your control, Cy-Kill.” 


As the sun moved across the sky the 
weeds grew and grew. The 
concrete-mounted sonar barrier that 
protected the perimeter was soon 
crunched to nothing by a stout wall of 
weeds. 

The tarmac on the launch site 
seemed to provide them with the 


necessary carbon for their diet. A jeep 
left outside the supply shed was 
devoured in minutes. As the shed 
itself began to crumble, the warning 
system rang out over the Command 
Centre urging everyone to the safety 
of the main building. 
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“Right,” said Matt, “I'm taking the 
Leader-1 up to survey the damage. 
Leader-1 is carrying weedkillers, 
flame-throwers and rotor blades. l'Il 
throw the lot at them, and see if 
anything works.” 

“Don’t stay out longer than you have 
to,” A.J. advised. “It’s getting hard to 
breathe out in the open. The plants 
are giving off so much poison, the air 
is like arsenic soup.” 


From up in Leader-1 it was clear to 
Matt that all roads leading off the base 
were now blocked. There was to be 
no escape that way. He pressed the 
spray dial, sending a shower of acid 
weedkiller from Leader-1’s rear tanks. 
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Successive bursts of flame proved 
equally useless. The plants actually 
seemed tolike their bitter drenching 
and the fiery heat. 

An attempt to drop among them and 
hack their stems with the rotor blade 
only resulted in its loss as the 
cannibal plants snatched at the 
metal... 


Май voice was full of despair as he 
switched on the intercom and 
informed the Centre of his wasted 
attack. But wait. Had it worked after 
all? Yes — one by one the plants were 
dropping to the ground with a shudder 


of their giant stems! 

Matt was not the only witness to the 
destruction of the plants. With a 
scream of rage, Cy-Kill stormed 
toward Thruster while his comrades 
turned tail and fled with him. 
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It was A.J. who offered ап 
explanation. “Not content to sow his 
deadly seeds, Cy-Kill must have 
speeded up their life cycle. But while 
he hastened their life, he also 
hastened their death, and they only 
lasted a day. Come on, Matt, let’s light 
a bonfire to celebrate — a bonfire of 
dead weeds.” 
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